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sight of waterfalls, and clouds, and the moral sublime, or dissolving into
hysterical wailings over hapless love-stories and the miseries of human
hfe. They are not aware that Goethe smiles at this performance of his
youth; or that the German Werter, with aU Ms faults, is a very different
person from his English namesake; that his Sorrows are in the original
recorded in a tone of strength and sarcastic emphasis, of which the other
offers no vestige, and intermingled with touches of powerful thought,
glimpses of a philosophy deep as it is bitter, which our sagacious trans-
lator has seen proper wholly to omit. Others again, who have fallen in
with Retzsch's Outlines and the extracts from Faust, consider Goethe as a
wild mystic, a dealer in demonology and osteology, who draws attention by
the aid of skeletons and evil spirits, whose excellence it is to be extravagant,
whose chief aim it is to do what no one but himself has tried. The tyro in
German may tell us that the charm at Faust is altogether unconnected with
its preternatural import; that the work delineates the fate of human enthu-
siasm struggling against doubts and errors from within, against scepticism,
contempt and selfishness from without; and that the witchcraft and magic,
intended merely as a shadowy frame for so complex and mysterious a picture
of the moral world and the human soul, are introduced for the purpose not
so much of being trembled at as laughed at. The voice of the tyro is not
listened to; our indolence takes part with our ignorance; Faust continues
to be called a monster, and Goethe is regarded as a man of " some genius,"
which he has perverted to produce all manner of misfashioned prodigies;
things false, abortive, formless, Gorgons and Hydras and Chimseras dire.
Now, it must no doubt be granted, that so long as our invaluable con-
stitution is preserved in its pristine purity, the British nation may exist in
a state of comparative prosperity with very inadequate ideas of Goethe:
but, at the same time, the present arrangement is an evil in its kind; slight,
it is true, and easy to be borne, yet still more easy to be remedied, and which
therefore ought to have been remedied ere now. Minds like Goethe's are*
the common property of all nations; and, for many reasons, all should have'
correct impressions of them.
It is partly with the view of doing something to supply this want; that
Wllhelm Meisters Lekrjahre is now presented to the English public. Written
in its Author's forty-fifth year, embracing hints or disquisitions on almost
every leading point in life and literature, it affords us a more distinct view
of his matured genius, his manner of thought and favourite subjects, than
any of his other works. Nor is it Goethe alone whom it portrays; the pre-
vailing taste of Germany is likewise indicated by it. Since the year 1795,
when it first appeared at Berlin, numerous editions of Meister have been
printed: critics of all ranks, and some of them dissenting widely from its

